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POETRY; A Magazine of Verse 

IN THE NIGHT WATCHES 

INVOCATION 

Kwan-yin, mother of mercies, 
Kwan-yin, goddess of prayer, 

Hear my voice at thine altar, 
Heed my foot on the stair! 

Lo, the rice-bowl is empty; 

Toa-tai smiles no more. 
Sorrow lurks at our roof-tree, 

Ruin waits at the door. 

Kwan-yin, mother of mercies, 
Kwan-yin, goddess of prayer, 

Hear my voice at thine altar, 
Heed my foot on the stair ! 

PIERROT AND COLUMBINE 

The gods are dead, and we are old; 

And we are old, for now at last, 
For now at last our hearts are cold; 

Our hearts are cold, and love is past. 

Our love is past, and even so, 
And even so our dreams have fled. 

Our dreams have fled, and so we know, 
And so we know the gods are dead! 
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Margaret DeLaugkter 

REQUIEM 

All the love, the love we gave them; 
Tears, unanswered prayers to save them ! 
Now, what is there left to show ? — 
Wooden crosses in a row ! 

They wore their crown of thorns so lightly, 
June still blossoms just as brightly. 
How can laughing roses know 
Of wooden crosses in a row ? 

Is it, then, so sweet, their sleeping? 
After all, was life worth keeping? 
There they lie, and none may know — 
Wooden crosses in a row. 



TOWARD EVENING 

The poppies just outside my door 
Still flaunt their crimson loveliness. 

How can they blossom any more, 
Now I have lost my happiness? 

Not any grief of mine can mar 
The beauty of this tranquil weather. 

Each evening, with the first pale star, 
Comes that same thrush we loved together, 
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And pours gold notes from every bough 

Of his old sacred apple-tree. 
But he has lost his magic now — 

He cannot sing you back to me. 

Margaret DeLaughter 



LOVE'S PASSING 

Gold as the sun, 

Bold as a boy, 
Your wanton wings waken 

The love you destroy, 
Leaving within the heart of each flower 
Longing for an impassioned hour. 

Shade of the sea, 

Maid of the sky, 
Your azure wings beat on 

My heart as you fly 
Dreamily on in a happy trance, 
Letting me wither with never a glance. 

Rare as a pearl, 

Fair as a nun, 
Your white wings inspire 

The love that you shun, 
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